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now a great height up and, were it full daylight, he
would be able to see Polchester stretched like a
pattern in a rug below him, on all sides of it the
chequered shape of fields and, on a clear day, the
sparkling band of sea.

The little room itself was very dark, and he must
be careful to avoid the space where the wooden
flooring failed to cover a big drop against the wall.
In the daytime he had noticed this and wondered
why no one had extended the wooden flooring. The
drop must be some twelve feet at least, and, peering
over, looking down into dust and fragments of paper,
he had thought that here would be a good place for
someone to be hid or to conceal a treasure. For,
even on the brightest day, this corner under the wall
was obscure and you could not see what lay there.
The hollow must be part of the stone pillar that had,
for some purpose, once been cut away.

So now very carefully he avoided the place where
he knew it to be, found the stair and cautiously
climbed down. Why had he come? But why did
he do so many things without reason? Perhaps there
was a reason after all. He was not, he complacently
reminded himself, like other men,

Elizabeth Furze, meanwhile, knew why he had
gone. He had seen that she was crying. She was
ashamed and wiped her eyes with her thin glove. It
was not often that she cried, but to-day her loneliness,
her ignominy, her isolation had swept upon her,
carried with the music, the majesty of the dimly-lit
building, and the attempts at some sort of clumsy
kindness on the part of her uncle. She was not a
weak or a sentimental woman* She had long ago